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doctor had for Amelia, Nature is forced to use a kind of
logic, which is no more understood by a bad man, than
Sir Isaac Newton's doctrine of colours is by one bom
blind. Anci yet in reality it contains nothing more
abstruse than this, that an injury is the object of anger,
danger of fear, and praise of vanity; for in the same
simple manner it may be asserted, that goodness is the
object of love.

The doctor inquired immediately for his child (for so
he often called Amelia); Booth answered, that he had
left her asleep; for that she had had but a restless night.
* I hope she is not disordered by the masquerade/ cries
the doctor. Booth answered, he believed she would be
very well when she waked. 4 I fancy/ said he, c her
4 gentle spirits were a little too much fluttered last night;
4 that is all.'

4 I hope, then,' said the doctor, ' you will never more
4 insist on her going to such places, but know your own
4 happiness m having a wife that hath the discretion to
4 avoid those places; which, though perhaps they may
4 not be, as some represent them, such brothels pf vice
4 and debauchery as would impeach the character of
4 every virtuous woman who was seen at them, are cer-
4 tainly, however, scenes of riot, disorder, and intemper-
4 ance, very improper to be frequented by a chaste and
c sober Christian matron.'

Booth declared that he was very sensible of his error;
and that, so far from soliciting his wife to go to another
masquerade, he did not intend ever to go thither any
more himself.

The doctor highly approved the resolution; and then
Booth said: i And I thank you, my dear friend, as well
4 as my wife's discretion,, that she was not at the mas-
4 querade last night.' He then related to the doctor the
discovery of the plot; and the good man was greatly